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By Mr. Brights Hounds, of 


OU Huntſmen give Ear to my Song, 
Who to Suſſex Hills do reſort ; 
L ſing of a Fox Chace ſo long, 
That you will allow it good Sport. 
It was in the Time of the Year, 
When Foxes could fly, and were ſtout; 
In Badſwurth gay Hall did appear, 
Of Huntſmen a jovial Rout. 


Said the Maſter over Night it is Ten, 
Call (a) Slinger, for 1 will to Bed; 
At Five I will ſee you again, | 
Pray (b) Tom, remember your Head. 
At Five the MASTER aroſe, 
The reſt half aſleep left their Beds, 
And huddl'd in Haſte on their Cloaths, 
But ſome of 'em felt heavy Heads. 


To Cover they walk a Foot's Pace, 
Where the Company all does appear, 

But (c) Harvey who loft all the Chace, 
By twice taking Leave of his Dear. 
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(a) Hu Man, (6) His Son. (e) Wigh-Sheciff for Tor#ſbire. 
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The Famous Ballad of Badſcportb Hunt: Or, The Fox-Chace. 


Bad. worth, near Wenr-Bridee, in Torkfhire, in the Year 1 729. 


*Twas juſt at the Riſe of the Suh, _ 
To Baryſdale Great Whin Bed they came, 
So famous for many a Run, 

So crowded with Fox-Hunter's Game. 


Houx Tr nelove, ſaid (d) Jarveſe, my Hound, 


© Hey Fumbler, (e) Jack quickly reply d, 
By 6, ſays (F) Ben 525 2 — 
Hark! Dutcheſs! who never yet ly'd. 
Hollow then away, the Pack goes, 
Maſter (g) Vilſon come on, ſays (b) Tom Sahle, 
Kit anſwers, III gather theſe Sloes, 7 
And then comb my Nagg's Mane and Tail. 
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Oer Smeaton wide Fallows he made, 
To Brochendale Earth, full up Wind; 
His Beeſom he toſs d, but ne'er ſtay'd, 
As tho' he'd ſaid, Kiſs me bebind. 
Over Stapleton Lees, to Wake Wood, | 
Down to Balne, till up Wind he doth fly; 


But ſoon found, in ſpite of his Blood, 


He muſt back again, elſe he muſt die. 


From Grave Wood and Sheere to Went-Hil, 
Where a Huntreſs ran up to the Cry , 
Her Voice was ſo ſweet and ſo ſhrill, 
It muſt be DIANA or (i) DI: 
From thence he hy'd Darrington Moor, 
Over V ent and by Badſvorth he goes, 
Oh | Rhenup, thy Fate I deplore, 
For here lives the worſt of thy Foes, 


Then up to the Hollins he ran, i 
Where a Plowman he met in the Face; 
1 his LuckgHead let in each Man, 
Or the De'el a one had ſeen the Chace: 
The Maſter came up in his Chair, 
Saw (k) Dainger hit of the Default, 
And ſaid, Had Ralph Empſon been here; 
Hey Dainger, he'd quite ſplit his Throat. 


Now Rockwood, now Delrer, ſome cry'd , 
Now Rival, now Seamhift again: 
Then (I) Hall his Dog Rebel eſpy'd, 
And {wore he led over the Plain. 
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(d) Hurrſman. (e) Whipping 1. Of Went. Bridge. 

(e) Ki Wilſon. (b) Ben's Sen. ( 0 Ben's KU buy (#) 2710 
Empſon's Hound. (1) Mayo: of PontefraB. 
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Z — ds, ſays Kitchingman, Hal is forſwore, 
But he'll ſwear a Man of his Horſe; 


See Tapfter, and Six Couple more, 


He cannct blow Wind in their A—ſe 


Squire Thomas came up to the Head, 
And bid, Ou em all, they were blind 
For ſee my Dog Juggler dues lead, 
And Tippler is not far behind. 

He made then for Hamphall high Wood, 
But found it too hot for his Stay, 
(m) Smith ſaw him as he watching ſtood, 

And bid him make the beſt of his Way. 


To Brod ſrorth he cunningly ſtole, 
And then ſkeer away to the Mar, 
At the Warren at Melton, to hole, 
But (n) Dawſon had put up a Bar. 
Orer (o) Lunn then he haſtens away, 
On Consborcugb Cliff he relies; 
Oh! Rhenup, in vain is thy Play, 
For Mountain puts up and thou dies. 


The Boatman was luckily by, | 
The Horſemen with Heart and good Will, 
Got o'er. and they preſently ſpy 
The Hounds dancing over the Hill : 
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Here Molly the Lead ſhe does take, 


Oh ! Roper, ſo ſhe doth behave; 
Tippler's Blood thy dead Corpſe ſhould awake, 
And make thee jump ont of the Grave, 


For Edligton Wood then he flew, 
EF're Edlington Wood he could reach, 
They run out of Scent ints View, 
And Di mond laid hold of his Breech. 
Hoe Hoop! then Dick Sunderland cry'd, 
Tom Atkinſon ſtood in Amaze 
The Company own'd with Surprize, 
Such a Chace they ne'er ſaw in their Days. 


Hence Warmſwortb, ſhall thy havghty Spire 
Our Fame to Poſterity bear; 
Wild Childers and Newby admire. 
And Draper with Envy ſhall hear : 
Now to Badſworth Roaſt- Beef let ns hye, 
Where we'll finiſh the Day with Delight, 
We'll drink to Fox-Hnnters and D 7, 
And fuddle our Noſes all Night. 
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(m) Eutt-ſtopper. (a) Another Katth- (t. {+} River Dunn. 


